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"] praise you because] am fearfully 
and wonderfully made ... "Psalm 139:4 
This tiny one has cycled my blood 
through her own intricate body 
and appropriated my life bit by bit 
as she grew. Each potentiality 
has become what it was formed to be: 
DNA to chromosome, cell to tissue, 
unfolding into heart and lungs, 
developing flesh and sinew and bone, 
completing itselfwith fingernails, 
hair, eyelashes, everything fulfilled. 
She has heard my voice, felt my touch, 
lived my life. I thought she was 
part of me. And she was, and yet not, 
for even as she swelled and stretched me, 
her movements were her own. 
The time came when my body said 
"enough, you must leave now." 
An excruciating and nauseous presSure 
clenched and tightened my womb 
to push from its warm, wet cocoon 
this suddenly for~ign being. 
1 lay on my back and thrashed my head 
back and fortll and groaned, "I can't..." 
while squeezing the life from your hand 
and drawing strengtll from your eyes. 
When it was over, we were laughing 
and crying at once, and I lay shaking 
and asking through chattering teeth 
if she was all right. They placed her 
on my belly, this daughter of ours, 
and YOur hand caressed her back 
as we stared in at my nose, 
your eyelashes, and elemental life 
embodied in this quivering baby girl. 
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